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and in "Le Merveilleux Navire" (Doncieux, Romancero, no.
XXXVII), and in a charming English folksong, "O come all ye
little streamers". Thanks to Freud, there is no longer any need to
interpret the last in terms of mediaeval Gnostic heresies (as is
actually done in the J.F.S.S., 1913, IV, pp. 310-19).

O come all you little streamers wherever you may be;
These are the finest flowers that ever my eyes did see;
Fine flow'ry hills and fishing dells and hunting also;
At the top all of this mount-i-ain where the fine flowers grow.

At the top all of this mountain where my love's castle stands,
Tis all overbuilt with ivory to the bottom of the stand,
Fine arches and fine porches and a diamond stone so bright,
It's a pilot for a sailor on a dark stormy night.

At the bottom of this mountain there runs a river clear,
A ship from the Indies did once anchor there;
With her red flags a-flying and abeating of her drum,
Sweet instruments of music and a firing of her gun.

O if Nancy had proved true to me, she might have been my bride;
But now she is more changeable than the wind blows on the tide;
Like a ship that's on the Ocean wide, that tosses to and fro,
If the angel hadn't directed us, saying 'Where shall we go.'

So come all you little streamers, that walks the meadows gay;
It's write unto my own true love, wherever she may be;
The red rose it so entices me and the tongue it tells me no,
If the angel hadn't directed us, saying 'Where shall we go.'

(Copyright, Butterworth Memorial Fund;
Secretary, Lady Croft.)

CHAPTER III

i.   Thomas  Campion  (1567-1620),   Third Book   of   Ayres,
No. 17, n.d.